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            A CASE OF BLINDNESS

          

        

      

    

    
      A a heartwarming drama that explores redemption and understanding amid prejudice. After losing his sight in the War, Grandpa Walker is left bitter and isolated in his modest home. He spends most of his time sitting in his library or rocking on the front porch.

      When his grandson, Tony, brings home Shannon — a bright, compassionate student — an unexpected friendship begins. Through shared literature and candid conversation, Grandpa confronts his biases, reconnects with life, and slowly opens his heart to diversity.

      Set in a modern household, this touching story champions empathy, growth, and the transformative power of compassion.
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            GRANDPA WALKER

          

        

      

    

    
      Shannon always believed that books had the power to bridge seemingly impossible divides. That's what her mother, a literature professor, instilled in her. She said a good story could open anyone's mind. Shannon never realized how true that was until she met Grandpa Walker.

      It began with an English project her class had been assigned in school. Shanon was partnered with Tony, and though Tony wasn't an avid reader, Shannon was looking forward to the project. If there was anything she liked more than reading, it was helping other people learn, and Tony seemed to be one who needed it. It wasn’t that he couldn’t learn; he simply wasn’t interested.

      The day they got the assignment, they met after school to discuss how to proceed. “We can’t go to my house,” Shannon said. “My mom wouldn’t approve of us being there without supervision. We could go to the library, though.”

      Tony shrugged. “I guess, but we could also work at my house, but you’re gonna have to ignore my grandfather. He’s prejudiced as hell – against everybody.”

      Shannon thought nothing of it. “No problem. I’ve seen lots of prejudiced people.”

      But the night before they were to start working together, Shannon got a glimpse of what she'd be facing.

      She stopped by Tony's house to drop off some reference materials, and when Tony opened the door, she witnessed an interaction that made her both concerned and more determined than ever.

      Tony invited her in, but tiptoed across the foyer toward the kitchen. He peeked around the corner before quietly crossing the room, but he wasn’t quiet enough — the floor creaked, causing his grandfather to turn his head sharply.

      "About time you got home. Anybody with you?" he asked, his tone suspicious.

      Tony looked surprised. He glanced behind him, facing Shannon, then held his fingers to his lips and turned back to his grandfather. "Nobody."

      Grandpa sniffed the air. "You smell like garlic. You been hanging out with those damn Italians again?"

      Tony sighed and dropped his backpack on a chair. "Marco's mom invited me for dinner. She even sent some lasagna home for you."

      "I already ordered food for both of us. Should be here anytime," Grandpa said.

      "Thanks, Grandpa, but like I said, I already ate."

      "What's that?" Grandpa asked.

      "Nothing. I have homework.”

      “When I was your age, I worked. I didn't waste time with foreigners and their spicy food," Grandpa said.

      Tony stood in the doorway, debating whether to engage. "Grandpa, why do you complain about my friends so much? They're good kids. Besides, Marco was born here, and so were his parents."

      "Still Italian," Grandpa said.

      Tony shook his head and walked toward the kitchen. "I've got a friend coming over to help me study. Would you please not do anything to embarrass me?”

      "I hope it's not that Jewish kid with the funny hat.”

      "David wears a yarmulke," Tony said, exasperated, "and no, the person coming over is someone you haven't met."

      Shannon stepped toward the door, making sure she was quiet. Now she understood Tony's warnings, but rather than being discouraged, she was even more determined to make a connection.

      Tony let Shannon out, and was walking up the stairs when Grandpa yelled something else unintelligible.

      "Good night, Grandpa," Tony said firmly, leaving his grandfather alone with his prejudice.
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        * * *

      

      Shannon planned on meeting Tony at his house the next day, and despite Tony's warnings about how old-fashioned and prejudiced his grandfather was, she was eager to accept the challenge.

      After school, she went home with Tony to start their project. Before they even stepped through the door, Tony warned her again.

      "Be patient, Shannon," Tony whispered as they climbed the steps to a modest two-story home. "He's been a bitter old man ever since he lost his sight during the Vietnam War. And he blames every ethnic group you can think of for what happened.”

      "Why does he blame ethnic groups?" Shannon asked.

      "He said his squad was nothing but foreigners, which meant anything from Irish, to Italian, Latino, or Black. Then he said the ones who shot him were Chinese — even though they were Vietnamese."

      Shannon nodded, squeezing her stack of books tighter against her chest. She could handle prejudice — she'd seen it her whole life — but she knew better than to lead with that part of her identity. Sometimes, you need to let people see who you are before they can see what you are.

      They stepped into the living room, which was impeccably clean with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lining the walls. Shannon moved closer to take a look.

      Sitting there, right in front of her, were all the classics, their spines faded but well-cared for. And everything was sparkling clean. Even the shelves were free of dust.

      Grandpa Walker sat in a worn armchair, dark glasses covering his eyes, and his posture rigid. His fingers traced the arm of the chair, something he had  done so often that the fabric was worn almost to the wood.

      As Shannon examined the books, Grandpa's head turned sharply in her direction. Tony spoke before Shannon could.

      "Grandpa, this is Shannon. We're partners on an English project."

      Grandpa's expression remained guarded. "She gonna be able to help you?"

      His comment gave Shannon a chance to make a good impression. "I hope so, Mr. Walker. Tony speaks very highly of you, and I want him to live up to your expectations."

      Grandpa's eyebrows rose above the dark glasses. "Speaks highly of me? Does he?"

      "He said you used to be an English teacher. And a writer."

      "Thirty years at Roosevelt High," he said, warming slightly.

      Shannon set her English books on the coffee table and sat in a chair opposite Grandpa. "That's impressive. My mother always said teaching is the noblest profession."

      Tony seemed impatient, and he gestured for Shannon to follow him. She stood, and it looked as if she’d follow him, but a certain book caught her eye. She walked back to the bookshelves, a gleeful smile showing on her face. She couldn't help herself.

      "Oh my goodness. What a collection!" Shannon ran her fingers lightly along the spines. "Hemingway, Steinbeck, Fitzgerald ..." Then she reached for the one that had caught her eye. "To Kill a Mockingbird! I just finished reading this."

      She pulled it from the shelf and opened it. "Oh my God! It's a first edition."

      "Girl your age reading Harper Lee?" Grandpa said, with a touch of sarcasm. "I doubt that, unless you used CliffNotes?"

      "You never really understand a person until you consider things from his point of view ... until you climb into his skin and walk around in it," Shannon quoted, undeterred.

      Grandpa's eyebrows shot up. "So you really do read them?"

      "Who hasn't?" Shannon replied.

      "That a quote from the book?" Tony asked, clearly surprised.

      "I have a pretty good memory for things I love,” Shannon said. Then she continued examining the shelves with genuine appreciation, pulling books out and handling them with care.

      Then an idea struck her. "Mr. Walker, would you like me to read some of these to you? I know it must be killing you to have all these wonderful books and not be able to read them."

      He began to shake his head but stopped. "I haven't read in years, but if you want to try ..."

      Tony stared at his grandfather in disbelief.

      "How about now?" Shannon suggested. "We have some time before Tony and I need to start our project."

      "Well ... I suppose a chapter wouldn't hurt," he said, reluctantly.

      Shannon sat near Grandpa and opened To Kill a Mockingbird.

      Tony, still stunned, backed away. "I'll get some snacks."

      As she began to read, Grandpa leaned back, a rare look of contentment crossing his face.

      Shannon’s words flowed naturally, as if Harper Lee herself was guiding her voice. She felt a connection forming — not just to the story, but to this grumpy old man who seemed to soften with each paragraph.
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        * * *

      

      Over the next week, their routine became established. Shannon came over, supposedly to work with Tony, but spent the first hour reading to Grandpa. With each visit, he grew more relaxed, more welcoming. The rigid posture eased, and occasionally, he even smiled.

      "You've got a gift, girl," he said to her one evening after she closed the book. "Voice like a bell."

      "Thank you, Mr. Walker."

      "Call me Grandpa."

      Shannon smiled, touched by the invitation. "Okay, Grandpa."

      Tony entered and handed her coat to her. "It's getting late. I should walk you home.”

      "I'll be back tomorrow, Grandpa. We can read a few more chapters."

      His voice showed excitement for the first time. "Maybe more?"

      Shannon smiled and touched his shoulder warmly before following Tony toward the door.

      What Tony didn't know, what Shannon never told him, was that she heard Grandpa's words after they left. She had forgotten her scarf and turned back just in time to hear him say, "By God, Tony. You finally brought home someone with class. And brains. Girl's smart as a whip."

      Shannon felt a pang of guilt. He didn't know who she really was yet. But she was beginning to care for this cantankerous old man, and she knew that when the moment came to reveal herself, it would be painful for both of them.
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        * * *

      

      Two weeks later, they'd settled into a comfortable routine. Shannon read, Grandpa listened, and the prejudice that Tony had warned her about seemed to fade into the background. But she knew it was still there, dormant rather than defeated.

      "That's the end of chapter twenty," Shannon said, closing the book. "Do you want to start another one, or wait until tomorrow?"

      "We'll wait," he said. "You know, this reminds me why I taught English all those years. I'd like to treasure the memories."

      Shannon decided it was time to take their relationship beyond the confines of his living room. "I was thinking, Grandpa ... would you like to go to the park tomorrow? It's supposed to be a beautiful day."

      He hesitated. "I don't get out much."

      "Fresh air would do you good. Tony can come too."

      "Well, I suppose my old bones could use the sun."

      "Perfect! I'll bring lunch."

      "I don't like many foods.”

      "Roast beef and cheese with onions and tomatoes? Right?" Shannon asked, remembering what Tony had told her about his grandfather's preferences.

      His face displayed shock, then a smile. "How did you know that?"

      "We all have secrets, Grandpa," she said, knowing that soon, her own secret would have to be revealed.
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        * * *

      

      The next day was perfect — sunny with a gentle breeze. Shannon guided Grandpa to a bench while Tony followed with a small cooler.

      "There's a nice breeze, and the flowers are blooming. Take a whiff, Grandpa. The air smells sweet."

      He inhaled deeply and smiled. "It's good to be outside. Thank you, Shannon. It's been too long."

      Shannon unpacked the sandwiches and handed one to him. "Roast beef, made to your liking."

      An older man walked his beagle along the sidewalk. Tony waved. "Hi, Mr. Leibowitz. How's the pup?"

      "That the Jew from down the street? Always letting that mutt do its business on my sidewalk."

      Shannon glanced at Tony, her eyes narrowing with concern. "I'm sure he cleans up after his dog, Grandpa."

      "That's what they all say.”

      Nearby, two young Chinese-American boys ran by, laughing and speaking to each other in accented English.

      "What's that racket?" Grandpa asked.

      Shannon laughed. “Just some kids playing, Grandpa.”

      "They need to learn to speak American. Can't understand a word they say."

      Shannon's heart sank. She took a deep breath. "Grandpa, I'm sure you don't mean that. You don't even know them."

      "I don't need to know them. They're damn immigrants, just like their parents. They're all the same. Every damn one of 'em."

      Shannon pursed her lips, then looked to the sky. It was time. "Mr. Walker —"

      "Call me Grandpa, sweetie.”

      Shannon smiled sadly. "Grandpa, would you “read” my face and tell me what you see?"

      "Shannon ..." Tony said, alarmed.

      She silenced Tony with a look and Grandpa appeared confused.

      "Read your face?"

      "Yes. With your hands. I've heard that blind people can often “see” by touch."

      He hesitated, then reached out. Shannon guided his hands to her face. He gently placed his palms on her cheeks, then traced his fingers along her features — her forehead, eyebrows, the bridge of her nose, her cheekbones, her lips.

      "You're beautiful," he said softly. "Just like I knew you'd be."

      Shannon lowered her head, took a deep breath, then looked back at him. "Grandpa, I'm Black."

      He yanked his hand back and froze. A heavy silence fell, then he stared blankly.

      "That's not possible," he said.

      "Why? Because I don't speak how you think Black people speak? Because I like classic literature?"

      "But you don't sound ... you don't act ..."

      "Like what, Grandpa?" Shannon asked gently.

      His hands fell away from her face. He leaned back on the bench, visibly shaken.

      Tony moved beside him and rested his hand on his shoulder. "Grandpa, Shannon's mom is a literature professor at the university, and her dad's an architect."

      "But ... but you're so ..." Grandpa struggled to find words.

      "Normal? Yes. Just like those boys you heard, and Mr. Leibowitz, and Tony's Italian friend, Marco."

      He sat in stunned silence until Shannon reached out and took his hand.

      "You remember what Scout learns in To Kill a Mockingbird? ‘Sometimes we're afraid of what we don't understand, but when we actually get to know others … ’ ”s

      "We see them for who they are," he finished quietly.

      "Exactly."

      He sat silently for a long moment. "I don't know what to say."

      "You don't have to say anything. Sit here and enjoy your lunch."

      They sat together in silence, Grandpa still holding Shannon's hand, his face a complex mixture of emotions. In that moment, she saw something break in him — not in a destructive way, but like a dam cracking to release waters long held back.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Over the following weeks, Shannon led Grandpa through a literary journey of diverse voices. They read The Diary of a Young Girl by Anne Frank, Angela's Ashes by Frank McCourt, and They Came in Ships by John E. McDonough. And with each story, she watched his world expand a little more.

      One evening, as they sat on the porch, Mr. Leibowitz walked by with his dog. He hesitated, clearly used to avoiding the house.

      "Evening, Leibowitz!" Grandpa called out. "Hot one today, isn't it?"

      "Yes ... yes it is, Walker," Mr. Leibowitz said, surprised.

      "Tony tells me that's a fine-looking dog you've got. What breed is he?"

      Mr. Leibowitz approached cautiously. "She's a beagle mix. Her name is Bagel."

      "Bagel the beagle," Grandpa said with a laugh. "That's a good one, Leibowitz."

      Tony and Shannon exchanged amazed glances.

      "You know, I had a dog when I could still see," Grandpa continued. "Australian Shepherd. Best friend I ever had."

      "Would you like to pet Bagel? She's very gentle."

      Grandpa reached his hand out. "I think I would."

      As Mr. Leibowitz brought his dog closer, Shannon squeezed Grandpa's hand, pride swelling in her chest.

      After Mr. Leibowitz left, Shannon moved her chair closer. "Grandpa, would you like to invite some people over one night? Maybe we could even start a book club."

      He stopped rocking, then nodded. "I think I'd like that."
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        * * *

      

      Two weeks later, the living room was filled with people of various ethnicities — Tony's friends and people from all walks of life. Shannon organized books while Grandpa sat in his armchair, looking more animated than she'd ever seen him.

      Among the guests were Marco, David wearing his yarmulke, and the Chinese-American boys from the park with their parents.

      "It was Shannon's idea to start this book club," Grandpa announced to the group, "and it looks like it's gotten off to a good start. But why stop here? If you know anyone who wants to come, bring 'em along. Everyone's welcome." He paused. "And we've got the best narrator in the world — our very own Shannon."

      "I brought cannoli," Marco's mother said. "An old family recipe my parents brought from Napoli."

      "Wonderful!" Grandpa replied genuinely. "I haven't had a good cannoli in years."

      Marco leaned in and whispered jokingly, "That's a 'cannolo,' Grandpa. 'Cannoli’ is plural."

      Grandpa laughed. "I'll be sure to remember that, Marco, thanks."

      Shannon slipped a new book into Grandpa's hands. "I brought something special today," she whispered.

      "What's this?" he asked, feeling the braille on the cover.

      "It's a Braille edition of To Kill a Mockingbird. I know you've resisted learning Braille, but I thought we could learn together."

      His expression softened. He reached for her hand, paused to wipe a tear from his eye, then leaned over and kissed her cheek.

      "Okay, everyone!" Tony announced. "Time to start our first official meeting of the Walker House Book Club!"

      As everyone settled in, Grandpa patted his lap and pulled Shannon toward him.

      "Thank you for helping an old blind man to finally see," he whispered.

      Shannon kissed his cheek, her face radiant. "That's what friends are for."

      Grandpa leaned back in his chair and smiled. Shannon knew that some kinds of blindness have nothing to do with eyes, and everything to do with the heart.
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